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through the open doors; and women and children peering out at the passing
wayfarers. These cottages were a range of comfortable little nests, where, I
suppose, the inmates may have had a longer hereditary tenure than the owners
of many a castle or manor-house. The church of Lillington is reached by a
shady lane, and is not visible from the high road. Since I was here last, it has
been almost entirely renewed, but, I believe, on its ancient plan; and the gray,
square tower remains unchanged. I observed a stained window [249] (of
recent date) in the Chancel; and it is as fine and picturesque a little church
as I have seen. All over England, there seems to be a great zeal for the preser-
vation and reverential re-edification of old churches. When I first came from
America, I valued nothing but the genuine old article, the very old stones
that the Saxons or Normans first laid one upon another; but I have passed
through that phase of the love of antiquity, and now prize the antique idea
more than the ancient material. Therefore I love to see an old church lovingly
rebuilt.

We had a short walk hence into the stately avenues of Leamington. In my
remarks about the town's prettiness and gentility, I have hardly done justice
to some almost palatial ranges of edifices, and separate residences, which look
quite equal to any in London. Among the range of thatched cottages, men-
tioned above, I must mention one, the garden of which was adorned in a way
indicating taste and fancy in the occupant; for instance, a bee-hive curiously
made of oyster-shells, a stump of a tree with flowers growing out of it.

LANSDOWNE CIRCUS, SEPT' 13th SUNDAY.

THE weather was very uncertain through the last week; and yesterday
morning, too, was misty and sunless; notwithstanding which Mamma, Una,
Julian and I, took the rail for Kenilworth at a quarter to eleven. The distance
from Leamington is less than [250] five miles; and at the Kenilworth Station
we found a little bit of an omnibus, into which we packed ourselves, together
with two ladies, one of whom, at least, was an American. I begin to agree partly
with the English, that we are not a people of elegant manners; at all events,
there is sometimes a bare, hard, meagre sort of deportment, especially in our
women, that has not its parallel elsewhere. But perhaps what sets off this
kind [of] behavior, and brings it into alto relievo, is the fact of such unculti-
vated persons travelling abroad, and going to see sights that would not be
interesting except to people of some education and refinement.

We saw but little of the village of Kenilworth, passing through it side-
long fashion in the omnibus; but I learn from the Guide Book that it has
between three and four thousand inhabitants, and is of immemorial antiquity.
We saw a few old, gabled and timber-framed houses; but generally the town
was of modern aspect, although less so in the immediate vicinity of the Castle-
gate, across the road from which, there was an inn, with bowling-greens, and
a little bunch of houses and shops. A little apart from the high road, there
is a gate-house, ancient, but in excellent repair, towered, turretted [.we],